THE SCENE IS CHANGED

Chinatown in San Francisco, descending by cable car daily
to the pier, and on the other shore mounting by trolley-car
from tie industrial waterfront to the serene if arid campus
of the University at Berkeley. Life for close on two months
proved as agreeable as all these anticipations could forecast.
With the help of increasing acquaintances and an Italian
bootlegger I was soon acclimatized to San Francisco, though
I cannot understand to this day why a city with so mild and
equable an air lives so little in the open. At Berkeley I
talked to my dramatic classes with all the freedom that an
invincible shyness would allow, sometimes resorting to
chalk and blackboard rather than face directly the level
glance of so many earnest students, including among them
two nuns who sat habitually in front. When they were
absent one morning I was torn between relief and the fear
that I had shocked them ; but I was told, perhaps on imper-
fect authority, that it was the nuns' day at the swimming-
pool. Next day, sure enough, they were back again. I
lunched daily with the teaching staff of varied faculties, and
through some of them renewed old contacts with the labora-
tory. Nearly every professor or lecturer I met quoted a
Frenchman as saying that America was the only country
known to history that had passed directly from barbarism
to decadence without an intervening period of civilization ;
but as I knew he didn't mean it and was only adopting a
self-torturing intellectual pose, I indulged a hearty non-
committal laugh every time as if I had never heard the
wisecrack before.
Actually there was good reason to value these two months
in an American university for the light they threw on the
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